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" We have made a mistake to run away/' said
the Son of the Wind, " for these mortals may be of

use to us/3

" Men are treacherous and malicious/' said
Sugriva, dropping a few tears, " and we cannot be
sure that these two warriors have not been sent here
by Bali, the usurping King of the Monkeys, to whom
all my woes are due/5

Then the Son of the Wind begged for permission
to approach the strangers, and, having obtained it,
donned a hermit's cloak and went to meet the
brothers.

" Who are you, heroes, whose limbs are like
young fir trees ? " he asked courteously. " If your
errand be as worthy as your bearing is gallant, let me
be your guide through this wood."

Lakshmana smiled to see a monkey in the dress
of a hermit, and made himself and his brother
known to the Son of the Wind, telling him that
a hermit had recommended them to seek the help
of Sugriva, the King of the Monkeys, in the search
for Sita.

Hanuman cast aside his cloak. " Sugriva is my
sovereign," he said. " Mount upon my back and I
will bring you to him with the speed of the Wind,
whose son am I." The heroes at once took advantage
of this intelligence, and in a few moments were
shaking hands with Sugriva, who was greatly pleased
with the sad countenance of Rama, and shed streams
of sympathetic tears when he heard of his woes. " I
saw your beloved carried off," he said, "clasped